THE WASHINGTON POST Tuesday, A pril 25, 1967 


A 19 


Capitol Punishment . . . 

Military Targets Only 


WHEN IT WAS decided 
to bomb inside the city 
limits of Haiphong last week, 
the Pantagon went to great 
lengths * 

to explain J 

the opera- g 
tion. The De- P 
fense Depart- 

ment said it N \_3 'Vy* 
was only 
bombing 
a power plant 
in the city 
that very few 
houses had 
been dam- Buchwald 
aged in the raid. 

I went over to see my 
friend at the Pentagon to 
find out what really was go- 
ing on, and I found him 
studying a street map of 
Haiphong. He didn’t deny 
that the bombing had taken 
place, but he did deny that 
the bombing was an escala- 
tion of the war. 

“Our plan is to bomb only 
military targets in the city,” 
he assured me. 

“What are you doing with 
the map?” 

“My job is to find mili- 
tary targets in Haiphong. 
For example, I notice that 
there are three army-navy 
surplus stores located here 
on Won Ton Street. They 
might be worth bombing, 
except for the fact that Won 
Ton Street bisects the 
Fourth of June Boulevard 
where they have a maternity 
shop. It could be very em- 
barrassing if we hit the ma- 
ternity shop by mistake.” 
“That’s pretty tricky 
bombing,” I said. 

“Now over here on Ho-Ho 
Road is a gas station that 
should be knocked out, but 
it’s only four blocks from 
the center of town. Since 
we don’t want world opinion 
to go against us, we’ve de- 
cided not to bomb anything 
within a 22-block radius of 
the Loew’s Haiphong.” 
“That’s a good idea,” I 
said. “No one’s going to 
criticize you if you bomb 
that far away from the 


Loew’s Haiphong." 

“I’M NOT so sure. The 
peaceniks are liable to grab 
at any straw.” 

“What’s that red target 
you have circled?” 

“That’s a combination po- 
lice station and fire depart- 
ment on Lots of Lenin 
Street. We’d like to knock 
out the police station part 
of it, but we don’t want to 
hurt the fire department, 
particularly since we’re 

dropping incen diary 

bombs.” 

“I see* you’ve got Phe Phi 
Phong Lane marked up.” 
“Yes, that’s a condemned 
apartment house. The CIA 
says they’re going to tear 
it down next week, so we 
thought we would save them 
a lot of time.” 

“You people are all 
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heart,” I said. “Are there 
any other military targets 
you’ve got marked down?” 

“Well, over there on Yum 
Yum Tree Street is the Mao 
Tse-tung Red Guard chew- 
ing gum factory.” 

“Is that a military tar- 
get?” 

“Of course it is. The chew- 
ing gum is being used by 
the North Vietnamese to 
repair the struts on their 
airplanes. We knock out the 
chewing gum factory and 
we knock out their air po- 
tential.” 

“Then by all means knock 
it out,” I urged. 

“NOW, HERE is the high 
rent district and it’s giv- 
ing us terrible problems. It 
is mostly residential but 
over here is the Behn-Ho- 
Gun Golf Course, and we 
understand that underneath 
it is a complex of tunnels . 


with all sorts of tanks, guns 
and mortars. We’d like to 
bomb it, but we’re afraid 
we’d get all the golf fans 
in America upset at us for 
wrecking the links.” 

“No to mention the put- 
ting greens,” I added. 

“Exactly. So in deference 
to the golf buffs in this 
country we’ve marked the 
Behn-Ho-Gun off-limits at 
least for the time being.” 

“I don’t see how they 
can accuse you of escalation 
when you’re not even bombr 
ing their golf courses.” 

Just then an assistant 
brought in another map. 
“What’s that?” I asked. 
“It’s a street map of 
Hanoi.” 

“I was afraid of that,” 
I said. 

“Don’t worry. We’re just 
going to hit the military 
targets.” 
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